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Have no fear therefore but your sins of life,
Or stains and shadows such as all men take,
In this world's passage, from the touch of time,
Shall fall from off you as a vesture changed
And leave your soul for whiteness as a child's.
Queen.    I would have absolution ere I die,
But of what sins I have not strength to say
Nor hardly to remember.    I do think
I have done God some service, holding fast
Faith, and his Church's fear; and have loved well
His name and burden set on me to serve,
To bear his part in the eye of this thwart world
And witness of his cross ; yet know myself
To be but as a servant without grace
Save of his lord's love's gift; I have sinned in pride,
Perchance, to be his servant first and fight,
In face of all men's hate and might, alone,
Here sitting single-sceptred, and compel
For all its many-mouthed inveteracy
The world with bit and bridle like a beast
Brought back to serve him, and bowed down to me
Whose hand should take and hale it by the mane
And bend its head to worship as I bade,
I, first among his faithful; so I said,
And foolishly; for I was high of heart;
And now, behold, I am ia God's sight and man's
Nothing ; but though I have not so much grace
To bind again this people fast to God,
I have held mine own faith fast and with my lips
Have borne him witness if my heart were whole.
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